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Applied to Cautles, all Grange formes receive^ 

Of burning blufhes, or of weeping water* 

Or founding paleneffe, and he cakes and leaves, 

In eithers aptnefle as it beft deceives' : 

T o blufh at fpeechcs ranke, to weepe at wofcs. 

Or to turne white and found attragicke (howesi 
That not a heart which in his level! came. 

Could fcape the haile of his all hurting aime. 
Shewing faire Nature is both kinde and tame ; 

A^d vail’d in them did winne whom he would maims 
Ac*inft the thing he fought he would exclaime, 1 
When he moft burnt in heart-wifh’d luxurie. 

He preach’d pure maide,and prais’d cold chaflicie- 
Thus meerely with the garment of a grace. 

The naked and concealed fiend he covered. 

That th’unexperient gave the tempter place, 

Which like a Chcrubin above them hover’d. 

Who young and fimple would not be fo lever’d. 

Aye me I fell, and yet doe queftion make. 

What I fhould doe againe for fuch a fake. 

Oh that infefted moyflure of his eye, 

O that falfe fire which in his cheeke fo glow’d* * 

Oh that forc’d thunder from his heart did flye, 

O that fad breath his fpungic lungs beftowed, 

O all that borrowed motion feeming owed. 

Would yet againe betray the fore-betrai’d 5 

And new pervert a reconciled Maide, 
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unto LtJaes daughter Trims fonne, 

^Sendsin chefe lines, whofc health cannot be won* 
gut by your gift, in whofc power it may lie. 

To make me whole or ficke 5 to live or die : 

Shall I then fpealce ? or doth my flame nppeare, 

Plaine without Index f Oh, tis that I feare : 

My Love witl out difeovering ftrilc takes place. 

And more than I could wifh faines in mv face. 

When I could rather in my thoughts defire, 

To hide the fmoake/ill time difplay the fire; 

Time that can make the fire of Love fhine cleare, 
Vntroubled with the mifty fmoake of fearc ; 

But I dilfemble it, for who I pray. 

Can fireconceale, that will it felfe betray ? 

Yet if youlooke, I fhould affirme that plaine 
In words, which in my countenance I maintaine : 

I burne, I burne, my faults I have confcfs’d. 

My words beare witnefie how my lookes tranfgrefs’d.* 
Oh pardon me that have confefs’d my error, 

Caft not upon my lines a looke of terror. 

But as your beauty is beyond compare. 

Suite unto that your lookes, (oh you moft faire,) 

That you my letter have received by this 
The fuppofition glads me, and I wifh. 

By hope incourag’d, hope th at makes me ftrong, 

* ott will receive me in fome fort ere long, 
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